The George Sand-

without embracing you also, my great friend, and my dear,
big child. May 569 be easy for you, and may it see the end of
your novel. May you keep well and be always yourself! I
don't know anything better, and I love you.

G. Sand

I have not the address of the Goncourts. Will you put the
enclosed answer in the mail?

CIII.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, 17 January, 1869

The individual named George Sand is well: he is enjoying
the marvelous winter which reigns in Berry, gathering flowers,
noting interesting botanical anomalies, making dresses and
mantles for his daughter-in-law, costumes for the marionettes,
cutting out scenery, dressing dolls, reading music, but above
all spending hours with the little Aurore who is a marvelous
child. There is not a more tranquil or a happier individual in
his domestic life than this old troubadour retired from busi-
ness, who sings from time to time his little song to the moon,
without caring much whether he sings well or ill, provided he
sings the motif that runs in his head, and who, the rest of the
time, idles deliciously. It has not always been as nice as this.
He had the folly to be young; but as he did no evil nor knew
evil passions, nor lived for vanity, he is happy enough to be
peaceful and to amuse himself with everything.

This pale character has the great pleasure of loving you
with all his heart, and of not passing a day without thinking
of the other old troubadour, confined in his solitude of a fren-
zied artist, disdainful of all the pleasures of this world, enemy
of the magnifying glass and of its attractions. We are, I
think, the two most different workers that exist; but since we
like each other that way, it is all right. The reason each of us
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